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Misunderstanding and understanding 
by spare_soul 


Summary 


Clint's been hanging around Daredevil for a while now. He'd even say they might be 
becoming friends because DD's been a lot less hostile towards him. So then why is he being 
an asshole about his disability. 


Notes 


this ship/friendship is like my fav thing 
hope 1 did it justice 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Clint wasn’t bitter. No really, he wasn’t - he just wasn’t that type of guy you know? 


Okay, maybe he was just the tiniest bit annoyed. 


But can you really blame him though? He really thought he was making progress with his 
plan of worming his way into Daredevil's tiny friend circle. He wasn’t being chased out of the 
city the moment he stepped foot in it and DD's been a lot less hostile lately. He even accepted 
Clint's after-patrol peace offer in the form of tacos one night. 


So then why was he being such a dick towards his disability? Clint was willing to give him 
the benefit of the doubt when it came to his hearing aids (and only that). They were fairly 
small, he doesn't go out of his way to bring attention to them and Daredevil doesn’t 
particularly /ook at people, more like glances at them passive-aggressively, which he honestly 
found kind of annoying because not only does Double D speak really lowly but he does it 
without looking in his direction so he can't read his lips. 


Clint for his part did do the responsible thing and tried to teach Daredevil the signs he and the 
team used during missions. Admittedly it was a USB stick with a video and a short 
explanation of ‘for convenience in the field’. But still, if he wanted to, he would've tried to 
learn them. 


He just couldn’t get a grip on the guy. Did he legit have difficulty with learning/using them? 
Clint was quite doubtful of that, it's been a month since he gave him that drive and started 
using them when they work together. Was he just an asshole? He really didn’t want that to be 
the case, he quite liked Daredevil's company, maybe even a little bit more than normal. Did 
he not look at them at all and was actually ableist? He didn’t want to entertain that train of 
thought, it hurt more than he wanted to admit. 


Maybe this was bothering him so much because he may or may not have a tiny little crush on 
Daredevil. But how could he not? This was someone who could give him a challenge in 
parkouring around roofs in the dead of night. This was someone who actually humored his 
challenges. This was someone who could give him a run for his best marksman title, the way 
Daredevil threw his billy clubs without even looking and hitting his target every single time 
just sent shivers down his spine. Their sarcastic humor and personalities just clicked, once 
DD got over his territorialism. 


Generally, he wasn’t that bothered by the situation. What made it all worse was The Team. 
Because they were pissed, and very vocally so back at the Tower. 


"That guy is such a dick, Clint. Why do you hang out with him?" Tony exclaimed loudly 
when they got back to base after a smaller mission on the docks of Hell's Kitchen. That had 
been the first time the rest of the team had actually met Daredevil. The mission went well. 
Introductions? Not so much. Tony took one look at Daredevil and already didn’t like him. 
Even more so after DD did the opposite thing of what was signed to him on more than one 
occasion, and generally ignored things like waves to get his attention and universal stay low 


or be quiet. Okay, he could see why Tony was so mad. "I know that you like the guy but this 
is not healthy. And this is coming from me" yeah that honestly had a lot of weight coming 
from Tony. 


"Who even said something about a crush?" Clint crossed his arms. 
"You did" Steve commented from his place on the couch "just now" 
"Shit" he was so screwed. 


It was obvious Daredevil caught on to the team's, lightly put, dislike of him by the second 
time they got to work together. He was already a closed-off guy but considering Clint has 
spent like 3 months trying to understand him, he saw the change. His words were shorter and 
more clipped than last time and he seemed a lot more distracted than usual. 


It was also during this second mission that the universe decided to spite them. 


They were following a remaining branch of Hydra who for some reason decided to start 
kidnapping people so it was all hands on deck, except Thor because he was in Asgard, and 
since it was in Hell's Kitchen, the Devil caught wind of it. 


In retrospect he should've tried to get close to Daredevil to not endanger the victims, he knew 
Daredevil was off his game today, but no, he decided to sign to the vigilante to regroup with 
the rest, there were way too many Hydra agents in the room and if they engaged carelessly 
any stray shots would hit the victims. 


Clint should've known better. 


He turned away when he saw Daredevil move around the crates in the very creative 
warehouse thinking the other got the message. One step was all it took for him to have to turn 
around at the sounds of a fight. 


"Fucking hell" he whisper-shouted before aiding DD from afar. 


The team was mad, to say the least. Clint was rather ticked off as well. Didn’t mean that he 
wasn’t worried. 


Daredevil disappeared the moment it was confirmed that the victims were alright, which was 
concerning because from what little he caught of his side of the fight he saw the vigilante get 
shot at least twice, just because if he had moved it would've hit the hostages. The others 
would've let him get that treated, he was certain of that at least. Clint getting nicked one too 
many times by stray bullets probably didn’t earn Daredevil any brownie points with the team, 
but still. They were mad, not heartless. 


Clint's own feelings about the situation were a bit more complicated. On one hand, Daredevil 
engaged in possibly unnecessary combat that endangered the people they were trying to help 
after ignoring Clint's instructions, especially considering he had agreed beforehand to let 
Clint take charge on their side since this was Avengers' business. On the other, none of the 
victims got more hurt than they were and he actively protected them by putting himself in 
danger. And damnit, Daredevil was his friend, despite the many times he did the opposite of 
what was asked and knowing that his friends were hurt and he could do nothing about it was 
one of his least favorite things, like, ever. 


That's where the problem lay. They didn’t really have a way to contact him. He always knew. 
Just showed up when they were around. Kind of creepy actually. That was basically the only 
reason one of the options of their betting pool was ‘Satan’. Clint was pretty comfortable with 
his assumption that the vigilante wasn't the actual Devil, despite word around Hell's Kitchen 
that if you shouted for the Devil he will come to you. 


Considering his friend had at least a hole in his calf and shoulder he really didn’t want for 
him to come to Clint, no matter how tempted he was to go around the city screaming his 
lungs out. He had to wait it out. He hated waiting. 


He went around Hell's Kitchen every night after that. For a whole week, he didn’t see even a 
hint of Daredevil. Clint was really hoping the other was just taking the time to heal. 
Hopefully, he had friends that knew what he did and were making him take the time. The 
other option was that Double D was just so hurt that he physically couldn’t go out no matter 
how much he wanted to. The even worse option was that he was dead. At this point in time 
Clint was keeping very, very far away from that thought. 


After a couple of hard days of waiting he finally, finally saw the familiar flash of red on one 
of the roofs. 


So he gave chase. 


Daredevil didn’t go far, only two roofs before stopping on one who's only defining feature 
was the obnoxious billboard across the road. And just stood there as if waiting. Considering 
the rumors and what Clint knew, he probably was. 


"I wanted to talk to you" Daredevil turned to him as Clint touched down on the roof. 
"You knew where I was" it wasn't a question "Why not come to me?" Clint responded. 


"I technically shouldn't be out yet" the vigilante smiled, almost bashfully. And wasn't that a 
surreal sight to see "My friends see me and they'll send me to the morgue wrapped up in a 
bow" 


"Well, good to know the people in your entourage have more brains than you" he teased. 
"Does that mean you don't consider yourself part of my entourage?" 


Clint raised a hand to his chest in mock offence "Is getting bullied what I get for worrying 
about my friend?" 


Although the Devil smiled, his mouth quickly turned back to the tight line it was in "Listen, 
Clint, I really do need to talk to you. I'm- It's- it's about the last mission" he never thought 
he'd hear the Devil of Hell's Kitchen stutter. Tonight was just full of surprises. His comment 
made the uncomfortable knot of bitterness in his stomach tighten, though. 


"I followed you to check if you were alright after that mess, if what I'll be getting for my 
efforts is excuses then I don't wanna hear it" Clint really didn't mean to sound so cold and the 
way Daredevil seemed to shrink made the logical part of him regret it immediately, but he 
had been steaming for a while and apparently this was the moment his anger decided to boil 
over. 


"I hope you won't see it as one. But if you still don't want to hear from me afterwards I'll 
understand" and good God, he sounded so resigned to the idea, it didn't really make him feel 
any better. 


"Okay then" he said slowly. 
"Okay?" 
"Yeah, okay" 


After a second of fidgeting, the vigilante just inclined his head in a follow me' motion before 
moving to the door behind him. Clint was officially confused. Was this a safe house? DD's 
apartment? Surely not. Were they breaking and entering? He guessed the easiest way to get 
his answers was to follow the other inside. 


The apartment was pretty large, quite bare and illuminated by the billboard outside, but open 
and tidy. Honestly, Clint was jealous, he could never keep his space this clean and organized. 
There was a small coffee table in the middle of the room, with a couch on one side and two 
armchairs on the other. Daredevil was already sitting in one and motioned to the couch for 
Clint to take a seat. 


"Considering what I've had to deal with in the past you'd think I would be better at not 
keeping big things like this from those closest to me" the vigilante smiled pitifully "I guess 
the easiest way to start this explanation is to show you what I'm talking about" 


The archer was confused until he saw Daredevil's hands move up to his helmet. They stilled 
slightly at their destination before he saw the other steal himself and remove the cowl in a 
swift movement and place it gently in his lap. Clint was too stunned to speak as the mop of 
auburn hair moved up to reveal a pale and unfairly handsome-looking face, a pair of warm 
brown unfocused pair of eyes- 


Wait what- 


He was Hawkeye, his incredible vision was how he got that name but at that moment it felt 
like his most powerful weapon was failing him. 


With his eyes still glued to the hazel orbs staring just slightly over his shoulder, he tentatively 
got up. Daredevil's head followed. His eyes- not so much. Clint felt like he couldn’t breathe. 


He sat back down before his face got extra familiar with the nice carpet below his feet. 


Logically he knew that there was no way he could've known. That didn’t stop his brain from 
screaming at him for how much of an asshole he was for ever being mad at Daredevil for not 
always following signed instructions. 


He was stirred out of his daze when the other's soft and unsure voice broke the silence. 
"Clint?" 

"Wait just- give- gimme a second. I'm still processing this" he responded after a deep breath. 
"Oh- oh, okay. Sure" 


It was only then that he realized Daredevil was fidgeting with his helmet. He was aware of 
how much a secret identity mattered, especially to vigilantes. How devastating it could be to 
entrust that to the wrong person or someone you thought you could trust. Not to mention that 
Double D just revealed a very personal and very vulnerable part of himself to Clint. Seeing as 
Daredevil looked a wrong breath away from shoving his cowl back on an running off even if 
it meant leaving him unsupervised in, what he was pretty certain was, his own apartment, he 
was probably not making this experience any better. God, he couldn't even imagine how 
many people had to tell him that his eyes were unsettling or whatever for his reflex to having 
them uncovered with someone else in the room was to cover them. It was heartbreaking. 
Clint had to put an end to this. 


"They're stunning" ooookay then, his brain was officially no longer controlling his mouth. 
"Wha- what?" Daredevil startled. 


"Your eyes" he clarified "They're really pretty" the other's mouth just formed a little ‘o' shape, 
with no sound escaping him. Despite the current purple light in the room, he swore the 
Devil's cheeks darkened "Come sit here for a second" he scooted over and patted the seat 
next to him invitingly. 


Daredevil tilted his head in question, and wow he had a really expressive face, but complied, 
leaving his helmet on the coffee table on the way. Clint's arms found their way around the 
vigilante's shoulders when he sat down, gently since he was still injured. When the other 
stiffened, he was worried that he overstepped. Those worries flew out the window the 
moment Daredevil just simply melted against him and rather awkwardly wrapped his own 
arms around his chest. That made him tighten his hold just a little bit more. 


Clint loved problems that could be hugged out. 

He didn’t know if they spent 10 minutes or an hour just enjoying the contact but when 
Daredevil pulled away he looked a lot less like a sad little ball of anxiety. That was a win in 
his book. 

"Matt" 


"Huh?" he responded intelligently. 


"My name. It's Matt Murdock" Daredevil, or rather, Matt clarified "I thought you'd be mad" 
he said quietly. 


"What?" that made his brain short-circuit all over "Why would I be mad at the blind guy for 
not following signed instructions? That'd be rather hypocritical of me" 


Matt, wow Daredevil's name, just shrugged helplessly "You wouldn't have gotten hurt if I had 
tried harder" 


"Alright, that's it-" he felt guilty at the way the other flinched at the words "-I need the name 
of whoever told you that because less than nice words need to be had" 


The vigilante smiled lightly "I hope you have an Ouija board then" 


That startled him so bad he chocked on his laugh "Oh my God that was so bad" he wheezed 
"Speaking of bad jokes, the amount of blind jokes you must've slipped past us is probably 
insane" 


"Too many to count" Matt chuckled, and Jesus Christ he really had it down bad didn’t he? 
Nat had every right to make fun of him at every opportunity "So... you really think they're 
pretty?" oh that little- the Devil absolutely knew what he was doing. 


Clint coughed awkwardly "Yeah- yeah" might as well dig the hole a little deeper "You're 
beautiful" he didn’t know humans could blue-screen until that moment but that was exactly 
what he was witnessing with Daredevil. 


The archer slid a little closer to the other and gently laid a hand on his cheek. He leaned in 
close until their breaths intertwined. 


"For my own sanity, please stop me if-" 


Matt cut off his whispered worry by closing the distance between them. Maaan, he really 
didn’t see the night going this way. The vigilante's lips were as soft as he'd imagined them, 
despite being split more often than not. His stubble was ever so slightly scratchy and with the 
hand that snaked its way into his hair, it was all so perfect. So much better than his 
imagination could've ever come up with. 


"Really didn’t see this coming when I woke up this afternoon" he whispered when they came 
up for air and because he was a man of simple pleasures he pressed a gentle kiss to the corner 
of Matt's eye. 


The other huffed in amusement "Afternoon?" 
"You don’t get to judge my life choices" 
"The team expecting you back tonight?" 


"Nah" Clint smiled "They know I can take care of myself" 


"You want- wanna hang around for breakfast? I know you still have questions but I'm tired, 
tomorrow's Saturday and my bed's definitely big enough for two people" 


"Sounds great" he breathed. His cheeks felt as hot as Matt's looked, even with the colorful 
lighting. 


In the morning they would talk about what they were and what this all meant. In the morning 
he would listen to Matt's explanation. In the morning he would probably have to reassure 
Matt again that he wasn’t mad, because of some, now thankfully dead, dipshit that ingrained 
those thoughts into this pure human being. In the morning they could sort it all out. But that 
was in the future, no matter how close. Right now they busied themselves with removing 
their suits, or in Clint's case - helping Matt maneuver his suit around his still tender wounds, 
and changing their location to Matt's silk sheets. 


If you told him a couple of months ago that he'd end up with the Devil of Hell's Kitchen 
curled up against his chest like an oversized cat he would've laughed until he couldn’t 
breathe. Right now though? Clint couldn't be more glad that he was offered the chance to 
wrap an arm around the vigilante and feel his breaths even out as he fell into a peaceful sleep. 


End Notes 


the ending might be a bit, eh 

and I'm usually not so into the perfectly requited love & first kiss thing but the opportunity 
presented itself to me and 1 just took it 

low key glad i did i quite like it 


hope you enjoyed! 
please don't hesitate to tell me of any mistakes or if i need any other tags 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


